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When  the 

Prairie  Light  Review  officers  met 
last  fall , we  immediately  agreed  that  we  wanted 
to  set  the  bar  higher.  We  appreciated  the  great  work  the 
editors  and  advisors  before  us  had  done , but  we  knew  it  was  time 
fora  new  look.  Even  with  full-time  class  schedules,  jobs,  and  plenty  other 
responsibilities,  we  were  determined  to  dedicate  all  the  time  it  took  to  ensure 
that  our  platform  lived  up  to  the  high  quality  of  work  we  receive  each  semester. 

As  I began  combing  through  our  submissions  this  semester,  I quickly  realized  that  our 
contributors  not  only  appreciated  our  efforts  to  improve  our  magazine,  but  took  our  new 
aesthetic  as  a challenge  to  push  themselves,  and  their  work,  further.  This  was  evident  in  the 
quality  of  work  that  we  received.  Also,  in  that  our  contributors  explored  serious  subject  matter 

in  a personal  and  thoughtful  way. 

I am  grateful  to  have  been  a part  of  a group  that  gets  to  spend  time  examining  art  and  lit- 
erature and  I am  genuinely  proud  of  what  we  have  been  able  to  achieve  together.  Looking 
back  on  my  time  with  PLR,  my  favorite  part  has  been  getting  to  know  the  brilliant  and 

dedicated  editors. 

I would  be  remiss  if  I did  not  especially  thank  Chuck  Steel,  Manager  of  Student 
Life,  and  our  faculty  advisor  Trina  Sotirakopulos,  who  have  both  gone  out 
of  their  way  to  help  us  achieve  everything  we  have  set  out  to  accom- 
plish. We  are  very  grateful  for  everything  that  they  do  for 
us,  and  acknowledge  that  it  would  not  have  been 
possible  without  them. 
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JASON  SNAR 


AsO~ 


JLAJ> 


SvzJ- 


think  is  going 

to  happen.  Some  revelation  maybe  some 
great  undoing  or  doing  I've  got 
in  store.  You  are  looking  for 
something  now,  I can  sense  it,  some 
thing  hiding,  waiting,  wanting  you 
to  discover  it,  breathing,  touching 
itself  maybe  in  here  somewhere. 

But  guess 
what.  I've  failed 
you  again. 


»■ 


GRACE  HOLMEN 


ijXA^Oi 


green  is  a soft  sound 
a buzzing  against  your  ear 
a lover's  whisper 


purple:  sound  of  lies 
veiled  myths  entangled  within 
deep  folds  of  velvet 


the  color  of  screams 
the  kind  that  leave  you  shaking 
are  always  orange 

color  of  silence:  blue 

the  sounds  of  the  sounds  you  don't 

hear,  the  ones  you  feel 

red  is  a slamming 

door,  the  sound  that  means  an  end 

of  something  you  loved 


EDWARD  STOCKING 


I remember  early  May  nights.  Reminiscing  of  countries  neither  of  us 
had  been.  Sitting  in  our  car,  as  fog  and  flowers  shielded  us  from  sight. 
Sharing  stories  of  lying  in  bed  while  rain  pounded  our  tin  roof.  That 
night  we  heard  a strange  meadowlark  sing  and  I dreamed  to  kiss  you 
and  promise  I'd  never  love  again. 

Summer  in  Jersey,  traffic  on  the  parkway.  Watching  birds  fly  overhead  as 
we  sailed  an  asphalt  ocean.  Labor  day,  you  met  my  parents,  convinced 
them  you  were  of  pedigree.  I would  have  married  you  had  I heard  ru- 
mors of  an  indian  summer. 

The  other  day  I saw  you  as  a girl  I didn't  know,  your  hair  serpentined 
delicately  in  a ribbon.  Her  lips  red  with  rouge.  E train  spewed  to  crush 
as  I trailed  through  the  halls  of  Penn  Station.  But  you  slid  down  stairs  to 
Greatneck  and  I the  Jersey  Coast. 
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Naomi  Kight 


AMAsjoe^A-e, 

folded  paper  on  transparent  twine 
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William  North 


cyanotype  print  photography 


SAMANTHA  MO 


AirAjgjeJh 


I walked  down  Chandler  Street  arm  n' 
arm  with  my  lover. 

He  regarded  a stand  of  roses  - 
pale  pink,  white,  red  - and  said  to  me, 
Shall  I get  some  for  my  wife? 

To  which  I replied,  a dozen  of  the  red. 

It  would  complement  yourdining  table 
nicely. 


BLAKE  WALLIN 
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Rememberthe  day 
In  1963,  we  smoked 
Cigarettes  on  the  beach, 

And  you  murmured 
The  weekend's  count: 

One  pack,  two  packs, 

Three  packs,  four. 

And  then  you  were 
At  the  water 
And  in  it, 

And  fora  moment 
I thought  I'd  lost  you, 

But  then  I saw  your  strong 
Arms,  burnt  pink,  crashing 
Against  the  waves 
And  then  you  were 
Next  to  me  on  the  sand, 

Smiling  and  sucking  on 
An  Old  Gold,  little  squares 
Of  white  skin  peeking 
Where  your  suit  met 
Yourthighsand  I thought 
How  glorious  it  was  to  have 
Half  a decade,  no,  half  a century, 
Nearly,  spread  out  before  us, 

So  much  time,  warming 
And  expanding  and  calling 
To  us:  Come  to  the  sand, 

It  is  yours,  everything 
Can  be  yours. 

And  we  were  just 

Two  waves  cresting  the  ocean 

Of  what  we  were,  then. 
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summons  Trom  me  cnarcoai  smears  her  image  in  grotesque  au- 
thenticity. Truth  without  apology,  she  stands  in  a myriad  of  angry 
mirrors.  And  she  is  beauty  far  beyond  any  philistine  revulsion. 


Colette  Kocek 


CLARET.  WALKER 


Please  answer  the  following  security  questions: 

In  what  year  were  you  born? 

In  what  city  were  you  born? 

What  is  your  mother's  first  name? 

What  is  the  middle  name  of  youroldest  sibling? 

How  old  were  you  when  you  realized  you  were  different? 

What  one  strategy  was  the  most  effective  means  of  hiding  the  difference? 

What  is  the  name  of  your  spouse? 

What  is  the  name  of  the  street  your  family  was  living  on  when  your  spouse  died? 

In  what  year  did  your  oldest  child  die? 

In  what yeardid  youryoungest child  die? 

What  is  the  name  of  the  city  you  moved  to  after  the  last  of  your  children  had  died? 

How  many  years  did  you  live  there? 

What  was  the  local  term  for  the  disease  that  wiped  out  most  of  that  city? 

What  is  the  scientific  name  of  the  bacteria  that  causes  the  disease? 

How  many  of  your  close  friends  died  of  the  disease? 

What  is  the  generic  historical  term  for  the  long-distance  expedition  on  which  you  embarked  the 
following  year,  a journey  that  traversed  a well-worn  path  called  El  Camino  and  took  you  to  the  city 
of  Jerusalem? 

For  how  many  decades  after  this  did  you  live  as  a hermit  in  the  desert? 

In  what  year  did  you  return  to  England? 

In  what  year  did  you  sail  to  the  colonies  in  America? 


What  was  the  name  of  the  vessel  on  which  you  sailed? 

In  which  of  the  thirteen  colonies  did  you  originally  settle? 
What  was  the  name  of  the  town  in  which  you  settled? 


What  is  the  name  of  your  spouse,  whom  you  fell  in  love  with  despite  a previous  firm  vow  to  never 
again  lose  your  heart  to  another,  nor  subject  another  living  being  to  the  confusion  and  hurt  of 
living  and  dying  with  an  anomaly  like  you,  not  to  mention  the  pain  of  knowing  thatyou  would  once 
again  watch  the  one  you  love  suffer  sicknesses  and  injuries,  the  increasing  infirmity  of  old  age,  and 
eventual  death? 

What  was  the  name  of  the  Algonquin  elder  who  led  you  across  the  wilderness  to  the  far  western 
coast,  to  which  you  fled  when  your  spouse  and  all  your  neighbors  accused  you  of  being  a witch  and 
attempted  to  drown  you  and  hang  you  alternately,  each  to  no  avail? 

What  was  the  name  of  the  rugged  frontier  town  that  eventually  sprung  up  around  the  area  you 
settled? 

What  was  the  name  of  the  saloon  and  general  store  you  ran  for  forty  years  in  that  town,  which  is  how 
long  it  took  before  people  finally  started  wondering  about  you? 

After  you  sold  the  store  and  spent  several  decades  farming  in  the  valley,  not  to  mention  your  brief 
but  lucrative  stint  in  the  Yukon  territory,  what  was  your  net  worth? 

What  is  the  name  of  the  Silicon  Valley  high-tech  company  you  founded  and  ran  for  the  past  thirty 
years  and  at  which  no  one  ever  noticed  anything  odd  aboutyou,  because  the  people  here  are  much 
more  transient  than  you  ever  had  to  be,  changing  jobs  every  two  to  three  years,  always  looking  for 
the  next  big  thing,  networking  like  crazy,  certainly,  but  not  actually  paying  attention  to  anyone  but 
themselves,  and  what's  more  they  engage  in  skin  care  regimens  and  surgical  interventions  that 
cause  them  to  look  like  they're  not  only  of  indeterminate  age,  but  even  aging  backwards,  so  why 
would  they  look  askance  at  you? 

What  is  the  first  name  of  the  first  person  in  the  last  two  hundred  years  to  really  look  at  you,  and  not 
only  that,  but  to  look  into  your  eyes  and  see  what  is  there-the  knowledge  and  wisdom  of  centuries, 
the  weariness  of  a soul  that  is  as  far  beyond  jaded  as  the  stars  are  from  the  earth,  the  loneliness 
that  has  left  you  hollow  and  full  of  empty  echoes-and  whose  eyes  made  you  gasp  when  you  saw 
reflected  in  them  the  same  depth,  the  same  agony,  the  same  longing  which  in  that  instant  turned 
to  hope? 

What  did  you  say  as  you  realized  all  this,  when  you  realized  that  even  though  your  wanderings 
would  continue  as  they  always  had,  you  were  no  longer  alone  in  the  universe? 
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Curved  swimming  pool  of  sorrows 
bubbles  giggling  at  the  woes  swirling 
never  to  return  to  their  corked  home. 
Muffled  murmurs  scrub  stresses  away 
delightful  glass  clearing 
impatient  for  more  inviting  liquid. 
Cradling  comfort  and  seducing  lips 
this  ritual  rots  underthe  roof  each 
red  grape  night. 


charcoal  pencil  on  paper  collage 
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I begin  to  piece  together  certain  moments  from  my  time  in  Nantu  only  to  reach  the  final  piece  of  the  mental  jigsaw  puzzle  and  suddenly, 
I realize  I've  managed  to  squeeze  moments  into  the  wrong  memory.  It's  hard  knowing  whether  or  not  your  life  happened  the  way  you 
think  it  did,  son.  It's  a fickle  thing,  the  mind.  You  never  realize  you've  completely  fuddled  everything  you  used  to  know  until  you  actually 
try  to  recall  it  at  some  obsolete  moment  later  in  life,  like  I have  been  for  60  years,  son.  I can  barely  recall  the  people  from  Nantu.  After  all 


these  years  away  from  the  jungle,  i can  only  minutely  recall  certain  scenery  and  certain  conversations.  Even  those,  I can  barely  believe  are 
real.  How  do  I know  if  they  happened  or  if  it's  some  trick  my  mind  is  playing  on  me?  Can  my  mind  really  be  f-ing  me  this  bad?  Rather 
than  remembering  the  names  of  the  people  I called  family,  I've  remembered  actions  that  defined  the  course  of  other  actions.  I can't 
remember  the  names  of  the  elders,  I can't  remember  who  I used  to  climb  the  highest  of  trees  and  scale  the  rockiest  of  mountains  with, 
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ARDELLE  FORTIER 


The  moon  rode  all  nightto  find 
in  the  lilies,  in  the  leaves 
mowing  through  dark  over  secrets 

the  moon  rode  all  nightto  find 
in  the  shadows  light  as  piano  notes 
in  the  wind  soft  as  owls'  breath 

the  moon  rode  all  nightto  find 

past  misty  stillness  at  the  edge  of  the  lake 

past  bright  silver  dreams  of  swan  children 

the  moon  rode  all  nightto  find 
on  the  train  of  shining,  on  the  song 
of  ecstatic  explosions  of  free  stars 

to  find  everything 

that  ever  fell  down  from  the  sky 
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ADAM  SCHWEITZER 


he  speaks  of  God  as  an  old  friend 

All  smiles  and  memories  and  praises 

The  blessings  he  feels 

he  preaches 

At  lunch  counters 

And  outthere  on  the  line 

All  that  hot  asphalt  and  concrete  chip 

The  sun  turning  black  skin  red 

And  yellow  eyes  blue 

he  speaks  of  God  and  wants  to  know 

If  I know  Him 

I tell  him  I've  heard  the  Name  but 
We've  never  met  we  don't 
Travel  in  the  same  circles 

We've  been  at  the  same  party  once  ortwice  but  never 
At  the  same  time 
We've  never  spoken  He 
And  I 

he  speaks  of  God  and  you'd  swear 
They  were  old  roommates  from  college 
Or 

God  grew  up  down  the  block  in  the  days  of  old  summer  heat  and  fire  hydrant  spray 

Tells  me  I'll  meet  Him  when  the  time 

Is  right  when  I'm  ready 

Tells  me  to  get  ready 

Like  a blind  date 

Like  a friend  trying  to  set  you  up 

With  someone  who  would  be 

Just  so  perfect  for  you 

But  honestly  I'm  not  looking  to  meet 

THAT  special  someone 

So  I tune  him  out  while 

he  speaks  of  God 


SAMANTHA  CALLAHAN 

photography 
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KAREN  F.  FORSLI N-BOJNANSKY 


Cool  musty  air  greeted  Frank,  Dan  and  me 
when  we  arrived  at  Ted's  place  on  Pine  Ridge 
Reservation,  South  Dakota,  for  the  Vision  Quest 
Ceremony.  After  riding  in  a car  for  fifteen  hours, 

I slept  until  the  blinding  spring  sun  streamed 
through  the  windows  heating  up  the  bedroom. 
I stumbled  into  the  grimy  kitchen  where  Frank, 
a small  man  with  a broad  smile,  sat  finishing  a 
bowl  of  cereal. 

Peering  out  the  kitchen  window,  I spotted 
a herd  of  horses  at  the  watering  station  just 
outside  Ted's  front  fence.  Their  necks  gracefully 
bent  to  sip  the  water  while  others  rubbed  their 
bodies  against  the  bark  of  the  trees.  One  mare 
had  a persistent  foal  trying  to  nurse  while  she 
scratched  herself.  My  mind  drifted  to  memo- 
ries of  the  horses  that  appeared  during  my  last 
Vision  Quest. 

The  moon  was  full  and  bright  when  three 
horses  appeared  behind  me  by  the  fence.  The 
horse  in  front  was  a large,  majestic  mahogany 
male  with  a black  mane  and  a long  white  spot 
on  his  head.  Behind  him  was  a smaller,  all-white 
male,  with  a brown  and  white  mare  in  the  rear. 
Making  eye  contact,  I told  them  mentally  how 
beautiful  they  were,  and  asked  them  to  come 
closer  and  stay  with  me.  They  grazed  along  the 
fence  line  and  behind  a small  berm,  only  to 
emerge  again  in  front  of  my  prayer  circle.  The 
big  male  stepped  forward,  inching  closer  and 
closer  until  our  eyes  met.  As  we  gazed  at  each 
other,  time  paused,  and  I felt  our  connection  as 
a long,  ecstatic  moment  just  between  him  and 
me,  like  two  secret  lovers  locking  eyes  across  a 


crowded  room. 

My  reverie  was  interrupted  when  Dan,  a tall 
green-eyed  jokester,  opened  the  front  door. 

"Hey  Karen!  How's  it  going?" 

"I'm  still  wiped  out!  But  I have  the  kitchen 
and  plenty  of  mouse  dung  to  clean  today.  Oth- 
er than  that,  I'm  good.  How  about  you?" 

"I  already  cut  the  grass,  pitched  my  tent  and 
checked  in  with  Frank.  So  I'm  heading  up  to  fix 
my  prayer  circle  and  center  myself.  The  men 
will  be  here  at  seven.  What  are  you  gonna  do 
while  the  men  sweat?" 

"I'm  gonna  go  up  to  my  circle  and  pray.  But  I 
was  hoping  to  get  a ride  there  on  the  ATV." 

"Ted  asked  me  to  get  the  sweat  lodge  ready, 
so  you'd  better  ask  Frank  for  a ride.  Later."  Dan 
bounded  out  the  front  door. 

! 

Just  before  the  men's  ceremony,  Frank  and  I 
bounced  up  the  hill  on  the  ATV,  kicking  up  dust 
and  rocks  along  the  road.  Stopping  at  the  first 
fork  in  the  road,  he  reassured  me,  "If  you  go  to 
the  right,  you'll  end  up  in  front  of  Ted's  house; 
if  you  go  to  the  left,  you'll  end  up  behind  his 
house.  But  either  way,  you  can't  get  lost."  As 
we  drove  along,  his  instructions  stuck  in  my 
mind  and  bolstered  my  confidence  to  walk  back 
alone. 

Elated  to  be  in  my  prayer  circle  again,  I gazed 
west.  Theslowly  sinking  sun  cast  prismatic  hues 
on  the  clouds,  the  rolling  open  plains,  and  the 
distant  sacred  Black  Hills.  Clutching  tobacco  in 
my  right  hand,  I touched  it  to  my  heart,  held  it 
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up  to  the  kaleidoscope  sky,  and  began  pray- 
ing. Still  mourning  the  sudden  death  of  my 
younger  sister,  my  grief  spilled  out  like  tor- 
rential rain-in  sheets,  drenching  and  over- 
whelming. When  my  emotions  calmed,  the 
sun  had  slipped  belowthe  horizon  and  itwas 
time  to  leave. 

Drying  my  tears,  I walked  to  the  dirt  road.  I 
followed  it  until  I arrived  at  the  second,  rather 


than  the  first,  ink  wash  drawing 

fork  in  the  Jennifer  Prucha 

road.  Frank 

had  not  mentioned  this  one,  thinking  that  I 
would  not  leave  the  main  dirt  road  and  make 
a hard  right,  which  of  course  I did.  As  dark- 
ness descended,  fear  gripped  me.  Without  a 
flashlight,  I struggled  to  see  the  light  color  of 
the  dirt  road.  Heart  racing  and  out  of  breath,  I 
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I 


was  close  to  having  a full-blown  panic  attack- 
crying,  browbeating  myself  for  being  an  idiot 
and  getting  lost.  After  a few  deep  breaths,  I 
convinced  myself  to  calm  down,  that  I was  not 
lost,  and  refused  to  panic.  With  my  confidence 
fading,  I began  speed  walking. 

Hearing  galloping  in  the  prairie,  I paused  and 
glimpsed  the  silhouettes  of  three  horses.  Mov- 
ing closer,  the  horses  trotted  and  then  stopped. 
I squinted  hard  in  the  darkness.  A large  horse 
with  a white  patch  on  his  head,  a smaller  white 
horse,  and  a white  and  brown  one  came  into 
view.  Atthat  moment,  I had  an  inexplicable  but 
powerful  feeling  of  deep  recognition-that  each 
of  us  knew  the  other. 

The  horses  resumed  galloping,  so  I continued 
my  journey  until  I realized  they  were  traveling 
toward  the  road  and  following  me.  When  they 
arrived  next  to  me,  I stopped  and  turned  to  face 
them.  The  immense  mahogany  male  walked 
right  up  to  me.  His  tremendous  body  towered 
over  me.  As  he  leaned  in  closer,  my  heart  pulsed 
wildly  as  sweatdripped  down  myfaceand  arms. 

I wanted  to  pet  him,  but  worried  that  he  might 
become  spooked  and  bite  me.  Deciding  to  be 
submissive,  I allowed  him  to  inspect  me.  He 
dropped  his  massive  head  and  inched  closer, 
until  we  were  face  to  face.  With  soft  brown  eyes 
gazing  into  mine,  he  slowly  lowered  his  head 
until  I could  feel  his  breath  on  my  left  hand.  He 
tenderly  caressed  my  hand  with  his  soft  muzzle 
once,  and  then  again.  Exploding  internally  with 
excitement,  I stood  like  a statue.  I told  him  men- 
tally how  beautiful  he  was,  and  how  grateful  I 
wasforhis  loving  gesture.  He  nudged  the  white 
male  with  his  muzzle  to  come  "greet"  me,  but 
the  horse  refused.  He  then  tapped  the  brown 
and  white  mare  to  come  to  me,  but  she  refused 


also.  Staring  at  each  other  momentarily,  the 
three  stepped  back  and  turned  away  from  me. 
Feeling  our  encounter  was  complete,  I contin- 
ued to  follow  the  dirt  road.  Trotting  toward  the 
prairie,  they  gradually  traversed  out  of  view. 

My  mind  raced  as  I replayed  our  encounter.  I 
decided  that  it  was  my  destiny  to  go  the  wrong 
way  in  orderto  experience  this  intimate  rendez- 
vous with  them.  As  the  road  twisted  and  turned, 
I spotted  a light  up  ahead  and  quickened  my 
pace.  As  I rounded  the  last  turn,  a driveway  light 
illuminated  a truck,  an  ATV,  and  a trailer  home 
surrounded  by  a fence.  Out  of  breath,  my  heart 
sank  as  I realized  this  was  not  Ted's  place;  but 
the  lights  inside  were  on.  Approaching  the 
house,  I heard  dogs  begin  to  bark.  I sprinted  to 
the  porch  and  knocked  firmly  on  the  front  door. 

A muscular  middle-aged  man  opened  the 
door  and  said,  "Hello." 

"Hi.  I'm  Karen  and  I'm  staying  at  Ted's  place 
and  got  lost.  I've  been  walking  forever  to  get 
here" 

"But  that's  3 Vi  miles  away.  You  musta  got 
really  lost;  that's  a long  way,  the  wrong  way. 
Wow!" 

"I  know!"  I panted. 

"I'm  Bill  by  the  way.  You  want  a ride?" 

"If  you  wouldn't  mind,  I would  really  appre- 
ciate it." 

Bill  disappeared  into  the  trailer,  returned 
with  keys  in  his  hand,  and  motioned  for  me  to 
follow  him.  Like  everything  on  the  Rez,  his  old 
truck  was  beat  up,  with  various  antique  tools 
and  plenty  of  dust  in  it.  He  was  quiet,  so  I found 
myself  telling  him  my  story  about  my  prior 
meeting  with  the  horses,  and  again  on  the  road 
to  his  place. 

"I  wonder  why  they  visited  me  and  what  it 
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means?" 

He  looked  surprised  and  asked  me,  "The 
horse  walked  up  to  you,  came  to  you?" 

"Yes!  He  surprised  me!  I never  had  a horse, 
especially  a wild  horse,  come  so  close.  And  his 
breath  felt  warm,  and  his  muzzle  so  gentle  on 
my  hand." 

"That  is  amazing...  unusual  for  a horse  do 
that."  He  grew  quiet,  deep  in  thought.  Sudden- 
ly he  smiled.  "I  think  that  horse  was  trying  to  tell 
you,  you  was  going  the  wrong  way."  Then  he  let 
outa  big  belly  laugh. 

"You're  probably  right.  He  was  probably 
pushing  my  hand  trying  to  turn  me  around  to 
go  the  other  way."  We  both  roared. 

When  our  laughter  subsided,  we  traveled  in 
silent  contemplation  to  Ted's. 

Later  on  that  evening,  after  all  the  men  had 
eaten  and  left,  I sat  at  the  kitchen  table  with  Ted, 
Frank  and  Dan.  I told  my  story  about  my  prior 
Vision  Quest  and  meeting  the  same  three  hors- 
es on  the  way  to  Bill's.  Frank  and  Dan  teased 
me  while  Ted  made  jokes  about  me  getting  lost. 
Suddenly,  Ted  got  serious  and  told  us  that  Bill 
has  been  a horse  whisperer  since  he  was  16 
years  old. 

With  a smirk  on  his  face,  Ted  looked  deep 
into  my  eyes.  "I  know  those  three  horses  that 
you  met.  I know  from  your  description.  Those 
three  are  known  all  over  the  Rez.  They're  called 
the  'the  bad  ones'  because  they  cause  trouble 
and  mischief  everywhere  they  go." 

"Of  all  the  horses  in  the  herd,  the  only  ones  to 
come  and  visit  me  are  'the  bad  ones'?  Not  the 
good  ones,  or  the  clever  ones  or  the  nice  ones? 
No. ..just the  bad  ones!  Unbelievable!" 

"I  think  there's  a message  in  that  for  you, 


Karen,"  Dan  jeered. 

"Hey,  wait  a minute."  Frank  bellowed.  "May- 
be they  were  the  ones  that  attacked  my  car, 
broke  my  antenna  and  both  my  mirrors  too!  I 
think  your  friends  wrecked  my  car,  Karen!" 

"Yeah,  they  probably  were  the  ones,"  Ted  de- 
clared. 

"Hey  Karen,  your  horse  friends  wrecked 
Frank's  car.  I think  that  makes  you  responsible." 
Dan's  eyes  twinkled  as  he  chided  me  too. 

"Yeah,  guys  that's  right.  My  friends,  the  bad 
ones...  sorry  about  your  car,  Frank!" 

When  I returned  home,  I struggled  to  under- 
stand the  greater  meaning  of  my  interactions 
with  the  three  'bad  ones'.  Knowing  Bill's  tal- 
ent with  horses,  I pondered  his  comments.  I 
remembered  being  labeled  rambunctious  as 
a child  and  always  getting  in  trouble  for  being 
rebellious.  Later,  when  I became  a preschool 
teacher,  the  administration  always  put  the 
most  challenging  children,  usually  boys,  in  my 
classroom.  I sympathized  with  their  misbehav- 
ior, befriended  and  redirected  them  with  my 
strength  and  tough  love.  Horses  are  known 
to  be  extremely  sensitive  to  human  emotions 
like  fear  and  love.  I believe  the  horses,  like  the 
naughty  preschoolers,  were  drawn  to  me.  They 
identified  with  my  defiant  nature,  and  I recog- 
nized theirs.  The  mahogany  male  returned  my 
love  and  acceptance  of  them  with  his  loving 
gesture.  After  much  reflection,  I realized  that  it 
was  my  destiny  to  encounter  those  horses,  be- 
cause we  are  connected  and  the  same.  We  are 
'the  bad  ones.' 


31 


BREE  SCO 


I keep  the  hinges  sealed  tight— 

You  might  want  to  think  it  wise 
to  keep  a distance,  for  the  horrors 
inside  can  be  something 
of  a fright,  though  I do  my  best 
to  contain  the  anxious  beast, 
the  coils  of  uncertainty  that  weave 
into  black  silk  and  blankets  my  mind; 
I fear  for  all  the  wrong  reasons, 

I fear  the  creak  of  loosened  hinges 
threatening  all  who  stand  before  me. 
So  I take  my  newfound  personality 
in  little  pills,  to  keep  my  mind  at  bay 


y. 


Samantha  Callahan 

photogmphy 
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MELISSA  WOHLFORD 


-e*AA4e~ce:  ch^  S*f 


I saw  galaxies  kiss 
as  gentle  as  evening  fog 
hovering  around  the  petals 
of  an  unsuspecting  flower  - 
I thought  this  was  life. 

Their  stars  like  golden  swirls 
caught  in  a vortex 
planets  dancing 

small  orbs  of  wondrous  crystals, 
two  galaxies  gliding 
like  whispering  flames 
and  from  my  vessel 
I deteriorate  like  snow  flakes, 
breath  by  breath. 

My  home  once  bathed  by  sun 
now  battered  with  battleships 
as  if  meteors  tore  them  apart 
and  not  the  silver  of  bullets. 


Tania  Blanco 
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My  memories  dripping  tears 
and  the  frailties  of  humanity 
are  all  given  to  dust 
I try  to  make  these 
reminiscences  gleam 
but  I'm  a painted  reality, 
a smear  of  human  existence. 

I saw  galaxies  kiss 

then  embrace  with  such  vigorous  force 

their  bodies  clashing  together 

exploding  with  the  sheer  bliss 

of  meeting  one  another 

and  they  destroy  themselves 

with  hugs  and  tears 

toiling  in  curls  of  light 

fireworks  for  the  gods 

falling  into  the  black  hole  of  time  - 

I am  silenced,  forever. 


' collage  painting 
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JESSIE  KOSAR 


You  fell  in  a heap  on  the  floor  and  pressed  your  back  to  the  refrigerator.  Black  streaks  running  from 
your  tired  eyes  to  match  those  wrinkled  clothes.  The  pain  had  proven  to  be  a stronger  force  than 
gravity. 

The  doctor  spoke  the  words  real  slow,  to  be  sure  everyone  understood.  C-A-N-C-E-R.  Know  what  that 
means?  It  means  a thousand  tiny  demons  are  cannon-balling  in  her  blood;  they  smoke  Marlboros 
and  write  dirty  words  on  the  walls  forfun.  She's  not  eating,  she  hasn't  in  two  days.  How  many  Gods 
are  there?  Do  they  speak  the  same  language? 

Just  stay  right  there,  with  your  knees  pressed  to  your  chest.  Keep  insisting  that  you're  fine  even  if  you 
don't  buy  a single  word  you  say,  maybe  they  will.  Flinch  once,  cringe  twice  and  turn  away  when  your 
mother  tries  to  comfort  you.  I'm  the  one  who  comforts  others,  not  the  other  way  around.  You  won't 
say  the  same  at  4 AM  when  the  ceiling  keeps  falling  and  the  silence  won't  stop  talking. 

In  through  the  nose,  out  through  the  mouth. 
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Haley  Prokaski 


STEVE  JEPSON 


He  asked  us  how  we  were 
this  Sunday  evening. 

He  already  knew. 

You  snickered 
underyour  breath, 
as  we  fumbled 
through  our  clothes 
and  belongings. 

Licenses  and  registration,  please. 
The  light  swallowed  him. 

We  shivered  and  wondered 
our  inevitable  punishment. 
Another  knock  to  check 
if  we  were  decent. 

He  smiled, 

"Perhaps  next  time, 
try  a less  public  place." 
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In  the  leaves  between  my  naked  feet  I lie  limp,  native  within  myself,  my  circumstance 

and  toes,  I pace  my  walk  feverishly,  mindful  of  my  lover  running  late, 

trying  to  avoid  adjectives 

and  soured  screams,  She  finally  arrives;  I quickly  transition  myself, 

in  the  parking  lot. 


RAZIYA  MAMEDOVA 

S>u?^e  -LuaJ-a,  v 

Hi  Mom, 

Remember  when  1 lastvisited,  Mom? 

1 said  my  this  part  of  body  hurts, 

It's  me  again. 

my  this  part, 

Don't  worry,  1 came  after  school. 

and  1 wasn't  able  to  tell  exactly  where. 

Do  mothers  worry  if  you  go  to  school  or  not 
just  like  fathers? 

Now,  1 am  saying  Mom, 

Last  week, 

my  leftside  hurts  very  much 
and  every  day  Mom,  every  day. 

the  teacher  taught  me 

1 miss  you,  Mom. 

my  lefts  and  my  rights; 
it  took  me  a while,  Mom. 

1 cried  in  class  yesterday. 

But  now  1 know  my 

The  teacher  asked  "what  happened?" 

1 said,"!  fell  and 

lefts  and  my  rights,  Mom, 

my  knee  hurts  a lot." 

and  1 also  know  now 
which  side  of  me  hurts,  Mom. 

1 lied,  Mom. 
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My  knee  didn't  hurt, 

but  my  left  sidehurt  a lot,  Mom. 

All  the  girls  have  braids 
in  their  hair,  Mom. 

My  dad  can't  do  my  hair. 

I want  you  with  me,  Mom. 

It's  getting  dark,  Mom. 

Dad  doesn't  know  I run 
here  every  day  to  see  you  Mom. 

If  he  hears,  he  won't  get  mad,  but  he  will  get 
sad. 

Who  destroys  your  flowers,  Mom? 

Please,  don't  let  them 
touch  yoursoil. 

It  comes  to  my  mind  and  I cry  again. 


I keep  your  picture  with  me 
everywhere  I go  Mom. 

Sometimes,  late  at  nights, 

my  left  side  hurts  a lot,  and  I cry  Mom. 

The  teacher  told  us  to  write  about 
our  moms,  but  she  doesn't 
know,  Mom, 
that  I lost  you. 

It's  time  for  me  to  go,  Mom. 

I am  sending  you  a kiss 
and  will  dream  you  come 
to  kiss  me. 

My  leftside  hurts,  Mom. 

Exactly  my  heart  hurts., 

I miss  you  more  everyday. 

Very  much,  Mom. 
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SAMANTHA  MOF 


When  I turned  six,  my  parents  divorced.  Nasty  and  bitter,  like  winter.  Dark  and  distant 
like  space. 

Throughout  the  years  she  dated,  nothing  special.  No  dingers.  When  I turned  sixteen, 
she  dated  a man  named  Lucas.  He  was  like  an  English  James  Dean  and  when  they 
gotdrunkand  passed  outduring  Letterman  I kissed  him  onthe  lipsand  hetasted  like 
sweet  Moscoto  with  a hint  of  Newport  smoke.  On  my  eighteenth  birthday,  after  my 
motherfell  asleep,  we  stayed  up  smoking  on  the  veranda,  outlined  by  the  moon  and 
Orion  and  he  devoured  my  neck,  the  scent  of  Bond  #9  wafting  off  of  him  and  choking 
me  with  ecstasy. 

My  mom  would  leave  us  to  go  thread  eyebrows  at  the  salon  where  she  dyed  my  hair 
orange  on  my  twentieth  birthday  and  he'd  wake  up  at  noon;  black  hair  tousled  and 
we  would  kiss  in  the  darkness  of  the  hallway,  away  from  all  windows  and  in  our  own 
world.  He  was  smart  by  keeping  us  in  the  shadows,  but  he  was  drunk  on  the  taste  of 
my  skin  and  high  off  the  sound  of  my  racing  pulse. 

My  mom  knew,  just  like  he  knew  that  I kissed  him  during  those  blue  filtered  nights. 
She  knew  just  by  a simple  look  he  gave  me.  It  wasn't  anything  special  but  deep  within 
his  icy  blues  there  was  that  look  that  Gosling  gave  McAdams  in  The  Notebook  before 
they  crashed  together  in  the  rain  and  made  pancakes  after  sex;  desire,  constant  need, 
love. 

He  loved  me  and  not  my  mother  and  she  asked  me  if  he  had  f — ed  me.  I said  no  and 
I wasn't  lying.  There  was  no  screaming,  no  slaps  or  brutality,  just  hoarse  whispers 
as  she  took  a shot  of  tequila  and  went  upstairs,  kicking  off  her  red  Coco  heels  and 
slamming  her  door  shut  and  locked  it.  While  I packed  all  my  skirts  and  shirts  and 
dresses  Lucas  was  whispering  through  the  keyhole  on  her  doorknob  but  no  response 
ever  came. 

It  was  quiet  for  a while,  even  when  I moved  into  a flat  with  him,  even  when  he  got  a 
job  and  I got  a job  and  he  made  eggs  and  coffee  every  morning.  I would  be  clad  in 
nothing  but  his  dress  shirt  and  I'd  sit  on  his  lap  as  he  stroked  the  hair  that  was  losing 
its  orange  tint  and  we  talked  and  he'd  kiss  my  forehead  with  all  the  tenderness  in  the 
universe.  I told  him  I had  no  soul.  My  hands  still  shook. 

She  refused  to  see  me  and  I didn't  blame  her.  Neither  of  us  did.  I still  sent  her  a pres- 
ent for  every  mom-related  event,  some  tulips  when  spring  came. 
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etching  with  aquatint  etching 


Jordan  Szala 


For  two  years.  A tulip  every  Sunday,  which  were  days  she'd  take  me  by  the  hand  and 
walk  me  through  the  park  and  we'd  run  from  geese  and  eat  melting  ice  cream  with 
sticky  fingers  as  she  tried  not  to  cry  over  my  father,  who  moved  to  America  after  my 
wedding,  the  only  time  he  said  I looked  beautiful.  Lucas  sent  my  mother  an  invite  - 
out  of  courtesy,  though  we  both  knew  she'd  never  come  - and  what  we  got  back  was 
a bouquet  of  tulips.  The  day  of  my  wedding  I went  to  get  my  roots  redone  and  the 
woman  who  retouched  my  hair  had  deep  lines  in  her  forehead  but  she  had  lovely 
toned  skin  and  winged  eyelinerthat  even  Angelina  Jolie  would  be  jealous  of.  When 
she  washed  my  hair  in  the  tub  she  kissed  my  forehead  and  asked  if  I got  the  flowers. 

I kissed  her  ring-less  finger  and  said  yes. 
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JULIAANDERSEN 
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-2U4-J2&  \~JSAr&A~  -LuaJ- 


god  is  an  octopus, 

eight  legs  whirling  through  the 

water  he  sent  down  to  drown  the  sinners, 

reaching  suction  cups  to  the  survivors  and  prying  open 

secret  clamshells— because  the  octopus  is 

omniscient,  omnipotent, 

calamari. 

god  is  a waiter  during  rush  hour, 

prayers  and  orders  coming  from  all  sides  and  no  support 
on  the  foodline,  the  angels  are  on  their  break  and 
no  one  knows  where  the  water  went,  or  the  wine 
(either  will  do,  really)  and  they're  running  low  on  miracles, 
so  you'll  just  have  to  wait 
yourturn. 

god  is  a deadbeat  dad, 

drunk  on  sacramental  wine  and  worship, 
so  full  of  love  and  justice  that  he  takes  a swig 
and  a swing 
at  you  or  the  t.v., 

and  the  cracks  spiderweb  slowly  because 
no  one  can  look  heaven  in  the  face  and  think 
'this  is  what  i deserve' 

god  is  a coming  attraction, 

neon  in  the  dark  and  full  of  promises 

that  he  never  even  made,  slick  men  in  lame  suits 

hawk  his  wares  on  the  sunset  strip,  the  road  to  Damascus, 

wholesale  gone  holy,  they  pitch  his  deal  and  kiss  some  babies, 

douse  them  in  water  and  call  it  divine. 

god  is  good  for  business. 
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god  is  a blue  whale, 

biggerthanyouori 
could  ever  be  and  not  particularly  fond 
or  mindful  of  us,  for  what  more  are  we 
than  frail  foreigners,  estranged 
from  the  sea  and  sky,  landlings  too  weak 
and  wary  of  the  depths  and  darkness, 
to  cause  a stir  in  the  mind 
of  a titan? 


lSYI*- 


acryiic  on  record  Steeve  painting 

Corinne  Dyrda 


SYV<m 

acryii 


S'&ep'Cfc S JbOzA^JlA.  *J-  SM^aA 


The  lantern-lit  bedroom 

captured  and  condensed  beneath  the  blanket  sky 
that  hangs  shallow  but  warm. 


Lint  and  thread  decorations 
over  the  tiny  stuffed  creations 
that  confined  the  secrets  of 
ourtwo  minds  twiddling  into  dreams. 

Together  with  giggles,  whispers,  and  faith 
a place  where  treasures  were  plastics  and  papers 
stored  deep  in  the  shoebox  forming  a voice 
of  what  we  didn't  yet  understand. 


Colette  Kocek 


aJI 


yp^A^-AjtXAj- 

pencil  drawing 


S SXoA>Le/l  S-CA£~<jl  oJh 


Morning  comes  in  haunting  stealth 
Prying  through  windows 
Intruding  to  paint  sunshine  on  sheets 


Josie's  somber  smoked  eyes 
Hadn't  smiled  forages 
The  fresh  silence  flourished 
Beautiful,  belated 


MELISSA  WO 


If  the  oxygen  had  been  obliterated 
Constricted  their  airways 
Those  words  would've  stayed  stone 
Stuck  in  their  souls  and  not  splattered 
On  the  walls 


Serena  didn't  think  wolves  could  howl  so  loud 
Or  holler  like  chains  wrapped  their  teeth 
Josie's  parents  were  monsters  outside  closets 
Playing  with  claws,  without  rules 
And  Josie's  tears  screamed  along 
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N DA  ELAINE 


Tuesday:  a summerfun  day  like  any  otherthat  July.  I was  twelve,  and  I spent  my  days  in  the 
total  joy  of  being  free. 

I ran  across  the  lot,  just  as  I had  the  day  before  and  the  day  before  that,  eager  to  get  to  the 
playground  so  I could  have  my  choice  of  the  best  swings.  I'd  been  practicing  all  summer,  pumping 
first  in  a seated  position,  then,  as  I propelled  myself,  standing  and  pumping  more,  all  with  one 
goal:  to  catapult  myself  over  the  long,  steel  bar  that  supported  the  swing  structure.  I was  sure,  in  a 
very  short  time,  that  I would  reach  that  goal. 

Such  a simple  thing.  If  I just  kept  practicing,  before  summer  was  over,  I would  be  the  first  on 
my  block  to  say,  "I  went  over  the  top.'' 

All  my  friends  claimed  they  would  be  the  first,  but  I was  the  one  who  committed  to  get  to  the 
playground  every  morning  after  I ate  breakfast  and  after  Captain  Kangaroo  went  off  TV.  That  was 
nine  o'clock,  a time  the  others  could  be  there,  too-if  they  wanted  to  go  over  the  top. 

But  they  didn't;  not  really.  I,  on  the  other  hand,  did.  You  see,  their  bodies  didn't  simultane- 
ously get  heavy  and  light  from  swaying  back  and  forth  across  the  moving  sky.  They  didn't  see  that 
all  that  blue  pushing  against  my  body  and  all  that  air  cooling  my  face  was  a miracle  only  God  could 
create. 


I kept  swinging,  until  my  stomach  ached  both  from  hunger  and  from  the  pain  of  pumping 
for  longer  than  could  be  humanly  possible.  The  pain  didn't  matter  because  I had  told  myself  that 
neither  callused  palms  nor  ridicule  from  those  who  called  themselves  my  friends  would  keep  me 
from  going  overthetop. 

I closed  my  eyes  and  pumped  until  the  steel  links  bent  and  jerked  and  yanked  me  down  to 
my  descent.  I pumped  again,  until  I was  swinging  and  swaying  in  the  sun. 

So  it  was:  up,  swing,  down,  jerk,  up,  swing,  down,  jerk,  as  I went  higher  and  higher  with  each 
swing  and  each  jerk.  My  body  lifted,  unencumbered,  free,  and  I knew  that  I was  on  the  threshold  of 
something  unique:  Today  would  be  different;  today  I would  go  over. 

My  body  tingled  and  my  heart  thumped  at  the  thought.  I began  to  sweat  with  the  thrill  of  it.  I 
opened  my  eyes  to  see  if  any  of  my  friends  were  near.  Not  one.  The  thick,  thudding  jerk  of  the  steel 
links  was  the  only  sound.  In  between  the  space  where  I breathed,  I realized  no  one  would  notice  this 
moment.  And,  no  one  would  believe  me. 
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For  a second,  I thought  I should  stop-not  go  over  until  I had  an  audience  to  witness  my  achieve- 
ment. I feared  that  my  body  might  not  be  able  to  perform  this  feat  again.  But,  the  momentum  kept 
me  pumping  anyway.  Then,  a woosh  of  wind  pushed  at  my  back  and  gave  me  all  I needed  forthat 
extra  lift.  I was  over! 

I gripped  the  steel  links  until  I thought  the  calluses  would  burst  and  bleed.  My  head  reeled 
with  the  upside-down  sensation,  and  my  feet  that  once  pushed  against  the  wooden  seat  were  now 
flapping  in  the  air.  I held  onto  the  links.  The  pull  of  my  body's  weight  strained  my  arm  muscles  and 
shoulder  blades,  stretching  every  sinew  and  tendon.  Air  pressed  against  the  canals  of  my  ears,  and 
I heard  another  thud  as  I was  yanked  down  to  the  gravel.  My  heart  thudded  in  sync  with  the  thud 
of  the  links.  My  legs,  clad  only  in  shorts,  raked  through  the  gravel  and  slid  the  full  length  of  the 
landing  strip.  Suddenly,  my  body  and  I came  to  a complete  standstill. 

My  hands,  still  gripping  the  links,  burned  as  I slowly  released  each  finger.Through  half-closed 
eyes  and  complete  stillness,  I looked  at  my  thighs,  then  my  legs,  then  the  mix  of  red  blood  and  gray 
gravel.  In  that  silence,  1 lifted  my  eyes  to  the  top  of  the  swing,  to  the  bar  that  had  been  my  challeng- 
er, and  beyond  to  the  sky  that  had  been  my  flight  path,  and  I smiled,  victorious. 


MARYANDERSEN 


scratchboard  drawn, 
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Twofold  remonstrances  capsize 
Leni's  boat  of  happiness  - 
That's  what  he  calls  it. 


Allison  Sahs 
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against  the  countertop.  send  me  spinning  in  the  current  my  lovely  little  future 

when  you  launch  yourself,  heedless  and  hopeful  returns  to  bed. 

0 daughter,  hidden  now  and  young.  Only  keep  me  safe  in  your  mind, 

behind  the  bathroom  door,  and  even  drowned  I will  never  die. 

you  hold  so  much  You  are  infinite  to  me, 


DWARD  STOCKING 


sjOsCrdzJhAs CA 

I ran  into  her  a few  winters  ago 
We  hadn't  met  since  third  grade 
I looked  the  same 
Her  voice  was  no  different 
Both  half-cocked  and  hopeful 
Sprung  from  a dry  tongue 
trickling  through  a wry  grin 

We  fell  in  quickly 

Dog  day  afternoons,  nights  of  passion,  mornings  of  retorts 

Often  joyful,  never  burdensome 

But  spring  thaws  wash  all  into  motion 

And  I moved  out,  lost  touch 

Buried  her  memories  with  my  grandfather 

I hear  her  when  the  new  frost  comes 
We  walk  our  old  trails  and  embrace  as  we  used  to 
she  leaves  in  the  night  as  I lay  prostrate 
cold  enough  to  sting, too  hotto  hold  on 


/ 


Miguel  Montenegro 


nu  pastel  oil  slick 
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Elizabeth  Marlowe 

photography  ^ 


OMH 


Finally,  you  have  an  answer; 
what  to  call  what  heat  ignites 
but  doesn't  fix. 

Something  souratthe  lips. 
The  spine  shifts. 

You  say  to  yourself: 
give  me  strength  enough 
forthis  next  thing. 

Give  me  strength  enough 
to  kiss 
as  if  to  say: 

"This,  this  is  what  I mean." 


MARDELLE  FORTIER 


vibrate  like  a living  thing 

in  the  unreachable  sky  of  Minnesota. 

They  dance  and  flicker 

and  tell  of  high  adventures 

beyond  our  grasp. 

Pale  lovely  hair  streams  behind  them 
as  they  seek  fallen  warriors 
forthe  golden  courts  of  Vallhall, 
the  maidens  of  the  Valkyrie  ride 
out  of  Norse  sagas. 

Thor  reaches  down  with  strong 
fingers  and  the  heavens  throb 
in  mystical  eerie  green 
while  Viking  ships  fly  past 
graceful,  white-sailed,  writhing 
with  serpents  and  dragon-heads. 

And  what  is  that  strange  dim  animal 
with  eight  dancing  legs? 

Out  of  a dark  cloud 
a mysterious  figure  comes  riding 
on  his  magical  horse. 

Before  the  emerald  curtains  close, 

I grasp  upwards  with  clinging  fingers. 
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Lauren  Laws 
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for  most  the  damage  is  subterranean 
but  I have  alcohol  in  my  blood 
and  was  born  to  be  a vendor 
though  I never  learned  to  swim 
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ANGELA  FERDINANDO 
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Nomads,  imprisoned  to  the  streets, Reeking  of  stale  piss  and  decay, Eyes  drawn 
and  faces  worn, Tattered  bags  in  hand.  The  living  avoid  eye  contact, As  if  we  can 
catch  their  plague.  A choice  to  ignore  their  pleas,  Out  of  disgust  or  fear.Their 
heartache  knows  no  bounds,  Yet  those  that  pass  without  glance  Are  far  more 
empty.  Occasionally,  one  will  stop.To  offer  up  a small  sacrificeOfthe  living  world 
in  which  they  take  for  granted.  Whether  it  be  the  ability  to  bring  warmth,  Or 
the  offering  to  avoid  famine.The  light  of  living  will  begin  to  spread, Flourishing 
within  its  invisible  friend.  But  for  it  is  the  living  that  receives  the  greatest  gift 
of  all, The  gift  of  gratitude,  Conversation,  And  the  ability  to  see  the  other  side. 
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SAMANTHA 


I'm  at  Gatsby's  right? 

And  my  coffee  is  cold.  Ice  cold. 

When  I went  outside  for  a smoke,  I left  my  little  Dixie  cup  by  the  TV  that  was  playing  Capote 
on  mute,  and  it  got  cold. 

I want  to  salvage  it  but  there's  no  sugar  left.  The  creamer  is  almost  gone  and  my  coffee  is 
blacker  than  Tartarus. 

Six  minute  wait,  says  the  guy  I dubbed  Johnny  Bravo;  the  sexy  oil  painter  with  the  irresistible 
tattoos  and  copious  amounts  of  hair. 

Outside  with  a bent  cowboy  and  my  sludge  in  a cup.  Bitter  as  all  hell  outside,  like  my  coffee. 
I sip  it  for  a kick  of  caffeine  and  my  innards  churn  with  bitter  ice  and  bile  at  the  thought  of 
everything  beyond  the  parking  lot. 

No  sugar,  the  aftertaste  of  hazelnut  as  I exhale  a french  gust  of  smoke  and  think  of  dead 
movie  stars  and  models  on  the  runway  and  of  the  unfinished  poems  and  stories  on  my  vanity, 
underneath  my  James  Dean  poster  and  my  list  of  places  to  see  before  I die.  I'd  like  to  see 
Budapest;  I've  always  liked  that  word.  But  I'm  broke,  as  usual,  because  gas  is  too  expensive 
and  I buy  too  many  books  that  I'll  never  read  and  never  learn  from. 

I had  planned  it  out;  that  by  twenty-two  my  magnum  opus  would  be  complete;  something 
that  would  blow  the  minds  of  the  entire  human  race;  a new  Howl  or  Clockwork  Orange  or 
something.  There  would  be  hype  over  controversy  and  I'd  get  a movie  deal  and  they'd  cast 
me  in  the  lead  alongside  side  some  Byronic  hero  British  man  and  we'd  fall  in  love  on  set  and 
I'd  be  Mrs.  Armitage  or  Hardy  and  I'd  get  an  Oscar  or  Pulitzer  or  what  have  you, 
but 

I'll  never  see  Budapest. 

I'm  at  Gatsby's,  where  that  tattooed  Johnny  Bravo  makes  decaf  instead  of  regular  because  it's 
one  a.m  and  I remember  I left  my  lights  on. 
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BRADLEY  BURTO 


See  how  I shall  become  the  sun 
Yet  rays  of  darkness  shall  I sprout 
A blackened  sun  shall  shroud  the  sky 
With  rays  of  darkness,  Pain  and  doubt 


In  darkness  shining  shall  I stay 
Until  the  moonlight  breaks  the  day 
Bathed  in  moonlight  earth  shall  cry 
As  you  find  solace,  so  shall  I 


In  blackened  comfort  shall  I stay 
Until  sweet  Luna  breaks  the  day 
Until  that  time  view  with  heads  spun 
See  how  I shall  become  the  sun 
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JASON  SNAR 
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says  my  wife  to  our  daughter 
who  is  piecing  togetherValentine's 
for  every  kid  in  the  class, 
even  ones  we  don't  like.  Hearts, 
stickers,  glue:  the  usual  mess 
atthe dinnertable, with  herwrong- 
facing  numbers  and  d's  like  b's. 

And  there  I am,  do  you  see  me, 

as  I want  to  be  seen,  sitting,  trying 

so  hard  to  imagine  how  this  moment  could  be 

a poem.  How  I need  to  tell 

somebody  about  why  this  matters,  why  after  love 

you  put  a comma. 


MM/X 

pencil 
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Anya  Koala 
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colored  pencil  on  black  paper 
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Natalie  Krause 
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We  are  all  strays 
Searching  for  a home 
In  the  secret  places 
Of  each  other. 


Twice  a year  for  publication  in  the  December  and  May  issues,  all  students,  faculty, 
staff,  and  the  College  of  DuPage  District  502  community  are  invited  to  submit  up 
to  four  creative  works  per  entrant  of  original  fiction;  nonfiction;  essays;  poetry; 
graphic  essays;  black  and  white  and  color  photography;  and  2D  and  3D  artwork 
of  any  medium.  A class  of  student  editors  who  are  enroled  in  English  2210  reads 
blind  entries  before  making  final  selections  through  a numerical  voting  system. 
The  class  is  guided  by  a faculty  advisor,  who  additionally  leads  the  hiring  process 
for  the  officer  positions  of  Editor-In-Chief,  Production  Editor,  and  Marketing  Editor. 
Overthe  course  of  the  semesterthe  Editor-In-Chief  leadstheteam  and  supervises 
all  operations,  inlcuding  assisting  Marketing  Editors  as  they  work  to  advertise 
upcoming  deadlines  and  events  and  oversee  PLR  correspondence,  and  assisting 
the  Production  Editor  as  they  put  together  the  magazine.  Final  edits  are  approved 
by  the  editorial  staff  before  the  finished  product  is  sent  the  printers  near  the  end 
of  the  semester. 
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